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Alone 


by Mark Thomas 


Standing hushed ‘neath a greenly mossed arbor, 
Standing, staring blankly at his rippling faces 
As they metamorphosed like clay-form 

In a shallow, narrow shape of river; 
Contemplating kissing the river’s tongue— 
Puckered, young, 

Standing hushed ‘neath a greenly mossed arbor. 


Often passed the hours here dreaming, meditating, 
Tracing reasons that he hoped to find in water— 
Reasons floating from the tides of cities, 

Calmly, then, into the ports of nations— 
Wond’ring if the stones are his to throw— 

Run, now, go— 

Often praised the hours here dreaming, meditating. 


Free to do what people publicly would chide him— 
Stumble, falter, curse and spit on Heaven’s blossoms, 
Strip his body’s clothes to swim like babies — 

Only far enough away from Them 

Dance to do like harlequins themselves — 

Hail himself! 

Free to do what people publicly would chide him. 


Dwarfed amidst the hollyhock and narcissuses, 
Blessed beneath some crying oaks of interest, 
He hailed: ‘| am always looking toward 
Foreign hamlets where trust must be, because 
Pictures of there were so clear that could | 
See their eyes!” 

Dwarfed amidst the hollyhock and narcissuses. 


“It ain’t that bad to be alone, you see,” he said. 
“People tend to bore me, and me, | tend to pall some; 
What would be the use of bossing freedom? 

What | say is better left unsaid, friend. 

You'll never know what freedom | have christened.” 
Birds listened. 

“It ain’t that bad to be alone, you see,” he said. 


Mosses interest him when he can be a loner. 
Joviality infringes on this interest. 

Interests must shift to speakers’ eyes, so 
Cold, forgetting, shallow—like a doner. 
“I’ve seen too many eyes to recognize them. 
Tears but come.” 

Mosses interest him when he can be a loner. 


“No where else will nature cry on me then flow out 

In a stream reflecting those who sadden; you'd think 
Reasons really lied in this here water. 

‘| just want to be a loner,’ | do tout, 

So | saunter calmly to my friends, now— 

They don’t know. 

No where else would nature cry on me, then flow out...” 


Often praised the hours here dreaming, meditating, 
Tracing reasons that he hoped to find in water— 
Reasons floating from the tides of cities, 

Calmly, then, into the ports of nations — 
Wond’ring if the stones are his to throw— 

Run, now, go— 

Often praised the hours here dreaming, meditating. 


Break a Promise and Start Again 


(Anonymous) 


Frustration comes with the ongoing battle 
within myself 

And as oaths fall to the ground 
only to break 

Anger flares 


And as | sit on the tip 
of my iceberg 
Encumbered with promises 
to my God 
Fall and start again 


Hours seem like hours and minutes 
as minutes 

As fantasy melodramas pass slowly 
through my lowered spirit 

Will is scarce 


Stairs 


by Mark Thomas 


Where do they lead to? 
Where do they go? 

Those stairs lead to nowhere 
But the cellar below 


Until you climb d 
fo) 
wo 
n the stairs, 


You never know about what will be there 


And then when you f 


| down the stair, 


You find a dirty climax 

Lost money and lost fares 

The basement that lies at the foot of the stairs 
Holds all that your curiosity bares 


But the basement is empty 
Covered with cobwebs 
Swimming in rat poison 
Chunking with roachheads 
ie back up the stairs 
ii Disappointed not 
And so you c In the resolution 
You sought 
Because your childlike 
Ponderings sew 
The fabric of knowledge 
And all that you know 


The Mother of Me 


by Tim McKenna 


The mother of me wails 

at the birth of her son, 
An initiating slap 

into a new cruel world. 


A growing infant’s tearful eyes 
focus on a blurred crusade 
Of a lost soul’s ironic march 
through a redundant walk of life. 


As rose petals bloom, 
the mother prepares for 

The fateful release of her responsibility 
into a mesh of hate. 


The child leaves pale-secure arms 
and steps into the vastness 
Of a myth termed manhood. 


As life progresses, 

the son is force-fed the astringent taste 
Of life’s failures 

and is offered a web-spun net 
For this conquistador to fall back upon. 


The mother of me prepares 
for her son’s life’s deliberate failures; 
His life, misled, corners him and pierces 
his confused heart. 


The mother of me cries over a rose 
damned for a thorn— 

And thus, her son, 
crushed for such a petty fault. 


Plea of the Lonely 


by Jim Eggert 


To whomever the world may concern— 


Just the other day my mother was telling me, ‘Gordon, you 
need to get out and make some more friends.” | don’t know 
what she means by “more” —I’ve never had any. You see, I’m 
basically a lonely guy. It’s all a mystery to me, but I’ve always 
wanted to really hit it off with someone instead of them hitting 
me. Frankly, I’ve never really had much social charm. 


Have you ever really wanted to talk to someone? | mean real- 
ly talk—not merely exchange creative statements like, ‘Boy, 
life sure is rough sometimes.” Frankly, | think that too many of 
our conversations sound like reruns of Gilligan’s Island. 


For instance, last week | was at this wedding. Afterwards, | 
went to the reception and, upon pouring my punch, | spotted 
this girl named Leslie that | knew from school. If for nothing 
else, for the sake of manners | figured | owed her at least a 
“hello” or something. 


As | approached, she looked down at her dress and started 
rubbing at this stain on it. | remember thinking that Leslie was 
exactly the kind of girl who would look down and rub stains on 
her dress when you were trying to be chivalrous. She was 
definitely the spotless cheerleader type. 


“Hey, Leslie,” | beamed. She was not impressed. | must have 
stunned her with my incurable lack of charm and detestable 
absence of personality. 


“How’s school?” | asked. She gave me some mumbo jumbo 
about cheerleading being difficult on her schedule and how she 
detested Shelley Lang — the cheerleading captain. Frankly, | 
wasn’t really listening. | was thinking ahead to what | could ask 
her next. | couldn’t think of anything else to ask, so | took a sip 
of my punch and made like | was interested. The punch was 
good. 


Suddenly, | had a flashback fantasy. There | was—lying on 
the cool sand of a lonely beach admiring the most beautiful 
sunset the world has ever seen. 


“Gordon...Gordon...come in, Gordon,’ Leslie catcalled as 
my beach scene became a disintegrating memory. She asked 
where my mind was and | told her that it was somewhere in my 
head — even though | felt like telling her that | didn’t have to 
come over and abide in her “gracious” presence and that | was 
sorry | had. 


| decided it was time to bail myself out with a joke. 


“Did you hear about the guy that got the entire left side of his 
body blown off? He’s all right.” 


She didn’t laugh. She just stared at my nose. | have a very 
large nose. Some people say it has ‘‘personality,” but frankly | 
don’t enjoy boasting a Mount Everest on my face. 


“1 can be such a bore,” | thought. No one talks to me at 
school. As a matter of fact, no one talks to me at all. By that 
time, | was really wishing | was at the beach — | didn’t have to 
worry about social interchange there. 


We kept the conversation alive. Unfortunately, it was on an 
artificial life-support system. 


Leslie began describing her love life to me. She “adored” 
Donald and “worshipped” Ken. (I had not been aware that she 
was religious.) 


Quite honestly, | didn’t want to hear about her love 
life — mostly because I’ve never had one. Actually, I’ve always 
wondered what real love is. 


1 can remember when | was a little kid and | read this nursery 
story about these toys that came to life and talked to each other 
like they were human or something. This one toy asked the 
other how it became real. The toy said that first he had to be 
used by a child so much that he started wearing out. Then when 
the child really loved him, the toy became real. 


Well, some people think that’s pretty stupid, but | think the 
world could use a few more simple concepts like “how to make 
toys and people real.” 

Take Leslie, for example. She wasn’t real. | engaged in con- 
versation with her for ten agonizing minutes but did we share 
anything worthwhile? No. | say that a life full of worthless in- 
teraction makes for a worthless life. 

| just hope that | can become real. Maybe I’m lonely because 
| break too easily or maybe it’s because no one really cares. 
Frankly, | hope not. 


Thanks for listening, 
Gordon i 


photo by Larry Shea 


Endlessly Floating 


by Steve Ortiz 


Endlessly floating pieces of driftwood flowing in whichever 
current it does not matter there is only one world we can 
not maintain buoyancy in any other medium all of us 
predestined to the omnipotent suburbia all of us ordained 
doctors or lawyers at birth we have not the power to rise 
out of the current and if we tried we would sink to the 
depths of... something despairing... something insane... 

something. 


The Key Distinction 


by Mark Thomas 


My right hand and forearm, trying to hide in shadows cast by 
light from outside, cascaded with black (actually, transparent 
gray) beads of water. This semi-exciting curiosity held my atten- 

- tion for a moment until | realized that water did not run down 
my arm at all, but mere shadows of beads of water rolling down 
the living room window cast themselves on my arm and pro- 
vided this odd illusion. My volatile attention was drawn to the 
vacuous sensation provided by these echoing drops of water 
running down my arm, behaving like some teasing spirit from 
outside my protective window. 


A long, languid melody crept slowly from another room. It 
was a well adjusted melody with rich harmonies. All | can ever 
think of when | hear this Chopin is money, and how much of it 
he must have had to be able to write such settled music. 


The music played atsuch a decibel that the slightest motion, 
adjustment of posture, or yawn would drown it out completely. 
Though it was that cool, relaxing tune, | felt somewhere beyond 
the mere notes on the page that something fierce and powerful 
was bursting to get out, but this passion met some obstacle. 


Rain fell steadily outside. Wrathful lightning burst its way 
onto A.M. radios everywhere every so often, being very annoy- 
ing in that respect. Rain, however, comforted me. No matter 
what, as long as | was under a roof, | felt at home on a rainy 
night. 


One of my many old friends who like to invite themselves 
over to my house did so a little earlier over the phone, and 
would be present shortly. | didn’t really mind it that much when 
people invited themselves over like that, but it had the possibili- 
ty of being very annoying when | was in a bad mood. Only one 
thing seemed out of place with tonight’s meeting, and that was 
that the call didn’t come until the likely hour of 9:30 P.M., when 
the rain started to pour outside. 


| hadn’t really spoken to this friend for over a year and a half. 
It was nothing personal—we just didn’t have the time we used 
to have to talk much or even to see each other. We were, at one 
point, very good friends, though publicly we pretended not to 
know that. | had actually forgotten. 


This was the fourth day in a row | had skipped school for no 
legitimate reason. | thought that that might have been a bad 
trait, but | decided on my own that it wasn’t too bad if | kept it 
to myself and didn’t brag about it. Actually, all was forgiven of 
me if | just kept my vice to myself. 
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Name That Creature 


by Steve Ortiz 


| am good and evil 
Animosity and Love from some mourning when 
my star fell. 

Many centuries ago | killed. 

| feel no guilt. 

Yesterday | saved life. 

| have no joy. 

My father left me 
my mother betrayed my very being. 

| feel nothing. 

Times of sophistication and times of cannibalism 
have been interchangeable to me. 

| am human. 

Is it sad to say? 

No, no emotions: I’m human? 


Ten minutes after the call, car headlights swung around the 
driveway, and the doorbell rang. | opened the door sud- 
denly —with courage. 


An unmanifest wind gently surrounded me, and it blew the 
rain toward the open door. | couldn’t close the door before the 
foyer was dangerously slippery with rainwater. | never did get 
around to cleaning that up. 


“Damn!” | began. ‘How the hell are you? How’ve you been? | 
swear | never see you anywhere any more. Hell, if you're as 
busy as I’ve been, you probably don’t even care. Then again, 
who does, y’know? Who really does care?” 


| paused for a moment to figure out what | was talking about, 
at the same time vaguely suspecting that my visitor might say 
something. That suspicion quickly was gone, and | continued 
speaking. 


“Hey! You remember that tree we grew in the back yard dur- 
ing the seventh grade? It’s still there! It’s all covered with cater- 
pillars and shit, but the rain always gets rid of the parasites for 
some reason.” 


That long, tall, oddly alien figure wandered in circles through 
the living room, trying not to be discourteous. 


“I’m just tryin’ to find somethin’ decent to eat in this 
refrigerator: go ahead and sit down. Turn on the radio or 
something. Today, | was eatin’ grapes that | had dipped in 
peanut butter, and it was gross, but when you've got all this 
time to kill, anything’s worth a try. Anyhow, the grapes had 
seeds in ‘em, anyway, and you know grapeseeds taste shitty in 
peanut butter. They look kinda shitty, too. Well, whatever the 
case, grapeseeds don’t taste good with peanut butter. Come to 
think of it, there isn’t much that tastes good with peanut butter. 
There’s jelly, honey, bread...” 


“Your radio doesn’t work.” 


Oh... yes it does. You have to plug in the speakers, though. 
We were recording some stuff today.” 


“Oh... never mind.” 
I’m glad something was said. 


“Yeah, | don’t listen to the radio much if | can help it,” | con- 
tinued. “The only reason | listen to it as much as | do is because 
| keep forgetting to turn it off .... Actually, the media in 
general bores me.” 


Target Driving 


by Rich Lesperance 


A little kid walks out in the street. 
Stupid pedestrians, targets on their feet. 
I’m in my car doing sixty-five; 

No one in the street remains alive. 


Just a little bit of olympic fun. 

This is even better than the bobsled run! 
Jump the sidewalk and mow them down. 
Ill kill everyone in this stupid town. 


| hit a signpost and | start to run. 

A nearby cop pulls out his gun. 

Fires two shots right through my chest. 

Society gave him the gun; they know what’s best! 


My rate of speech had gradually decreased. | think my guest 
decided that it was time to say something before things got too 
boring. Usually, people who don’t say anything to people don’t 
think about those people very much. 


“You don’t look well,” | said. 


| thought that maybe the rainwater that fell from my friend’s 
hair was perspiration, but it was hard to tell. 


“1 don’t feel very well.” 


| semi-intentionally jolted back my head a half-inch and half- 
blinked my eyes. | could feel my eyes look into the other’s eyes 
with a distant cynicism that had never occurred to me very 
much before now. Somewhere, we had drifted apart. My once 
naive gradeschool pal had developed a raw, languid personali- 
ty. Stangely, this tragic=sensitive person seemed to enjoy this 
rather melancholy affliction. Odd, thought I. 


“What's wrong?” 


| regretfully noticed that my voice spoke with an uncaring, 
bland simplicity. Not only now, but always. How annoying | 
must be, | thought. 


Words slipped through the stranger’s lips that seemed to hit 
the desired emotion so perfectly that | decided they must have 
been prepared beforehand. 


“It's impossible for me to pinpoint exactly what | feel is so 
wrong, but did you ever want to just cry, and cry, and cry for no 
reason? | did, and | do now. Can’t explain it, but there it is.” 


| didn’t know exactly what to say. 
“| don’t know exactly what to say.” 


“Don’t say anything. It wouldn’t matter, anyway. You should 
know that by now.” 


That was probably right. There’s almost no way to talk a per- 
son out of depression who wants to be depressed. Who wants 
people to pity. Who can do little except sulk and praise what is 
contrary. 


| only wondered what brought me to mind when this emotion 
flared up. | had no intention of joining in this bizarre affliction. | 
did. 

This progressive outsider of mine stood in my living room 
directly in front of me. A person who would gladly die if only 
for immortality. A person who would kill for the same reason. A 


My Nature Poem 


by Sam Youakim 


An eagle kills another bird of prey; 

Does that tell us that (ruthless) killing’s ok? 
A shark’s life is just killing to survive; 

So life’s just a matter of staying alive? 


Cows in a prairie just sit and graze; 

So we should go through life in a daze? 

Red and black ants have always fought each other; 
Must we perpetually battle our brother? 


A bloody deer lies dead in a field. 

A vulture’s fate is already sealed. 

The true cycle of life’s rarely changed. 
Nature portrays the mind of the deranged. 


person like myself—my most distant understanding. 


“See these two profusely bloody bumps on my face? I’m 
pointing at them if you care to quit looking out the window. 
These are my anger and frustration pimples. This one’s anger, 
the other frustration. Sometimes, | get a huge one here on my 
chin. That’s my nervous pimple. This one between my eyebrows 
is gone now, but it’s my only legitimate pimple of adolescence. 
All of ‘em flare up when the given emotion arises.” 


“How long did it take to figure that out?” 
“Not long, for me. It just made sense, that’s all.” 


The other’s tone of voice had grown insolent—all-knowing. 
Maybe to combat my sentiments seen over the intermittent 
span of our friendship. Maybe the tone of voice deserved to be 
sO. 


“Do you realize how mad it makes me when you defy 
authority? Do you know how mad it makes us all? Well, you 
deserve to know. 


“When you defy an authority, you defy everyone under that 
authority — yourself included. And when you do it alone, you 
defy us all on a more careful, thought-out level, but you offend 
deeply those you once knew who do not follow your personality 
development, because you are telling them that they are the 
authority that you cannot approach, and you are a wholly dif- 
ferent state of power.” 


| felt a wet, damp hand wrap around my wrist and slowly 
tighten its grip. 


“Are you mad at me for skipping school?” 


No, the anger was not at me, but the only person who had a 
good reason to absorb anyone’s anger was myself. Anger grew 
from this stranger toward things that could not be changed. The 
days. The hours. The sun. Waste. Loneliness. 


My wrist began to hurt. The grip was consistent; wrathful. | 
felt the other cold, icy hand palm the left side of my face. 
Damp slabs of flesh, | thought. Yum. 


Sternly, even carefully, words were spoken that came black 
from hell, rocketing skyward. 


“| dreamed | stood in the rain. | loved it, too, because all 
those who saw me pitied me. What made me love it more was 
(continued on next page) 
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Alone 


by Elliot Cotto 


| always sit at home 

Alone 

Watching inanimate objects and their stillness 

| await the ring of the phone 

Alone 

The silence envelopes me with such completeness 


A leaf, a pin, a stone 

Alone 

| stand and cry out to be heard 

But the only voice is my own 

Alone 

The emptiness swallows my every word 


| search and search but cannot find 

A way to leave the silence behind 

Terror so cold and frightening grips every bone 
Could | be on this planet all alone? 


Fatigue 


by Sam Youakim 


Monday morn and my tests are done 

And now my life’s complete 

And it’s just as well that | tripped and fell 

Or closed my eyes in retreat 

Or have gone away and dropped and died today 
For i’ve no soul left to deplete 

For my limbs are dead, that ache in my head 
My skin’s a soiled sheet 

Over the aching bones and subdued groans 
Of a man who’s seen defeat 

And who’s resting now and believes somehow 
That joy he’ll eventually meet 


that no one did anything for me. And |... | just got to stand 
there and think about how cold | felt. Then someone came out- 
side and gave me a raincoat, and | realized it wasn’t a dream at 
all. 


“| wandered. | stumbled down an Augusta brick road that 
travelled through generations and families at times. | wondered 
at all the history that had passed through that street. Then | 
wondered at all the prophets, sages, and all the children who 
had a life to get old in. | wondered about what I'll be like when 
I’m old; | thought | was old, but figured | must be young if I’m 
always dreaming. | looked down on the bricks in the road, and | 
realized that it really was a dream, after all... | must die young, 
but you must die younger. 


“You who stare me down with your sharp, deliberate frowns 
and your authoritative cynicism .. . 


“You who make me so alone... 
“You who live your dreams... . 


“There are men for whom the soothing, seething floods of 
rage never completely subside. In flows that wanted pain at 
some unpredictable moment of circumstance. And 1... 1 who 
have observed yours and others’ have learned that not only all 
these men are eternally angry, but all of our women are, too, 
and we almost all conceal our rage and displace it into some 
other field. But, give it years of training, and it will show. It is 
shown. 


“| want to see you cry. | want you to make me cry. | want you 
to grip me like | grip you and make me hurt. | so much want you 
to crush me — hurt me. Make me bleed. Lay me down and 
make passionate love to me. Feed my flesh to a raven. Throw 
my body onto a wet, muddy, brick pavement, and-then_III sit 
back and see how | look. One time, then, we shall meet 
somewhere . . . 


“| want to kill you so much, but | love you too little to know if 
it would teach you anything.” 


My wrist and face both stung in pain beneath the invincible 
grips that held me. Those eyes stared with a bitter climax into 
my eyes when I had to look away, for the pain behind those 
eyes was too great for my youthful flare. When | did look, ar- 
rows of rage, red hot, shot deep into my skull and into my brain, 
where it has all rested — for ever on. 


“| walked down the Augusta brick road again. When | saw 


los) 


more of the lowlifers and poor who make up this great country, 
| thought about how satisfying, and still frightening, it is to 
swear into the face of someone you've always hated. An electri- 
fying feeling runs through your head and down your spine when 
you walk up to someone’s eyes and slowly pronounce every let- 
ter of the word fuck. It is satisfying to hurt someone.” 


The grip had loosened. Better, | thought. 


“When | think about God, | wonder what He’s thinking about 
me.” 


“There is only one way for any being to die. | must die 
young.” 

The shadow of this unapproachable stranger stretched long 
and soft across the living room. Then | saw it. An entire human 
body, starkly exposed by the light which so authoritatively 
stepped into the house through the window, was drenched with 
the water that fell outside. But it was not for real. It was some 
perverse tease. The whole body cried the pains of the heavens 
as their shadows were cast from a window. 


“This gun of mine kills very quickly.” 


In an unorthodox burst of animation, the hand that had 
gripped my face reached to its associated belt buckle, where 
the famed gun was, and a bullet was shot through our window 
into the outside, where it disappeared into the rain. 


When the window shattered, tears burst from those eyes that 
had pierced me. | have never spoken much since then. 


| was left there. The gun was left where it lay. It cooled in the 
rain that snuck through the bare, susceptible window. 


Down fell the words again—only to rise again at one un- 
predictable moment of circumstance. 


| stood alone for a while. | could feel where two hands had 
held me still. A firm, tender wind from outside surrounded me in 
kisses again and again. It grew in strength until all that could 
ever have blown away from that place was gone. A passionate 
set of quavers grew from another room. 


As the car headlights swung out of the driveway, | felt my 
face itch. | went to scratch it, but it was a tear. Quickly, | ran 
outside to stand in the rain until the crying stopped. 


It did stop. The rain, the tears, everything. 
How strange it must be, | thought, to be loved. 


Ruins of Some 
Ancient Castle 


by John Kovac 


Ruins of some ancient castle abruptly 
rose from the moor, 

completing the picture of desolation 
painted by the scene. 

A fallen stronghold, but whether its 
downfall was some aggressor or time 
was long forgotten across the moor. 


The north wall was the only one left 
unbreached, flanked with broken towers. 
In its shadow lay a courtyard, a parapet to 
guard cold barrows. ~ 

Beneath fog-covered mounds ancient 
masters of fallen halls slept, 

watching, watching their empty moor. 


The west wall, a massive stone 
bulwark, lay tumbled over a bone dry 
moat, 

offering little protection to the 
fortress it once guarded. 

Behind it what was once a feasting 
hall remembered nights of old, 

now exposed to the moonlit moor. 


The south wall showed evidence of a 
drawbridge, charred and shattered. 
Columns of stone marked the main gate, 
now moss-covered with age. 

A huge iron portcullis still stood, a 
forbidding warning to all who could 
see, 

now warning the gophers and rabbits 
across the moor. 

The east wall, behind the moat, stood 
only two fathoms in height, 

while gaping openings towards the 
middle revealed the ruins. 

The grinning openings offered access, 
inviting anyone who had the 
inclination to enter, 

to come in from the windswept moor. 


Upon entering, one would find rubble 
on the left, open to the sky. 

On the right, however, the low remains 
of interior walls stood, 

and in the center the moonlight shone 
down on a vault, its cryptic lid 
displaced, 

stairs leading down, down beneath the 
ancient moor. 


Dark 


by Mark Thomas 


When the Dark was never here, ‘twas gone— 
Strata of its ripened mind were full. 
Light has ‘vaded the Dark, it may return 
To the rhythm of the void we feel. 
Dark built my youth, the dark lit my life. 
Experiences were never shared here, 
Nor alone with my mother; | was his knife. 
Blacked the light to turn dark with her tear. 
Shattered dreams would never twist or tear 
Into Silence’s time-consuming world; 
‘Neath the hard-cover glances we shared 
Silence never captured passion killed. 
Far too late to separate our fears; 
Where will this suicide lead us from here? 


Tears 


by Brian Dillman 


Clinging on to the hope that never existed 
Looking for the support that let you fall 


Crying out from the pain in your heart and soul 


For what will never exist 
But still letting a tear drip for that anticipation 
No, it never will, not even for a tear 


Waves 


by Brian McKinnis 


As | stroll along the beach, 
| hear nothing 
but the rhythmic cry of the waves. 


The gentle and yet so powerful waves, 
dancing across the water 

to the tune of some unperceived melody. 
The unending chorus 

greeting the shore day and night. 


With the eye of heaven low in the sky, 
the soothing tint of the water 

seems to radiate tranquility. 

Without warning, the eye closes, 

put to sleep by the gentle lullaby 

of the waves. 


Keepsake 


by Mark Thomas 


| 
Forge 
My words 
Under 
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The Older of the Young 


by Mark Thomas 


A dull, abused one-cent piece lay on the ground before me. 


“I’m rich!” says | sarcastically as | pick up the penny. As my 
head comes up, | hear: 


“Which side was up?” 
“Tails.” ie 
“Oh... well... heads is good luck.” 


| instantly discard the penny to a local trash can as some low 
piece of dirty luck, and the teacher who spoke to me closes the 
door before him. | can see his deep, liquid eyes through a nar- 
row, gossamer window that someone had carved out of an enor- 
mous schoolroom door. He shares with me a young smile, as all 
tired, old teachers do, and he turns away to his class. 


| think about retrieving the penny in the trash can and seeing 
if it would come up on heads the second time | picked it up, but 
| decide that | am not worth the view. Instead, | follow the 
teacher into his classroom, and the late bell rings. 


Our teacher stood before a Smithsonian poster that depicted 
an arctic scene which left nothing to the hungry eye but a 
broad, white, desolate tundra. In the foreground stood an enor- 
mous polar bear standing on its hind legs with its claws blatant. 


“Sooner or later,” he began, “you'll have to start making 
decisions for yourself.” 


That sounds pretty true. It’s believable, at least. It seems like 
whenever someone | know has sex with someone, he or she 
makes great changes in his or her life. It gets kind of annoying 
talking to someone who has suddenly decided to be a Nihilist. 
Or gay. Or an atheist. It really gets tiresome. 


| looked up at my teacher. | saw the body and adornment of a 
man | had loved passionately thousands of years before. | 
listened to and loved this Oriental man who told us_ his 
outrageous tales of new and foreign lands and peoples he had 
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visited. As he knelt down to the ground, his bare knee showed 
from under his heavy cloak. He knelt down to pick up a fistful 
of sand and stone, and he compared it to the wealth of mind. A 
breeze cut through his speech, and dust flew from his hand. 


| looked down at the notes | had taken in previous classes. 
We were taking notes on logic and all its worth. We were 
presently discussing the question about the trees falling in the 
forest with no one around to hear it, which isn’t a logic question 
at all, but I’ll go along with it. 


Someone said: 


“If a fox eats a rabbit, but no one sees it, does the fox go 
hungry?” 


| looked at my teacher again as he asked me his question. 


| continued with an essay on audible soundwaves never 
reaching anybody's ears. | knelt down to pick up a fist full of 
sand and stone. | compared it to the wealth of mind. A slight 
murmur came from the corner of the room. Heads turned to 
each other in scorn of the speaker. | spoke of a flame that burns 
in the wind and of its relation to the new and magical kingdoms 
| had discovered. People took sides. Shouts rose from the au- 
dience... 


The room fell silent for a continuation of my answer. 
“And...” our teacher fragmented. 

“| forgot the question.” 

A slight, observant titter fell over the class. 


“Sooner or later, you'll have to start making decisions for 
yourself. These decisions will be based upon some of the things 
you hear in this class, some of the ideas you present, and, of 
course, from other sources. We'll discuss death. Actually, this is 
a course on death and its relation to living. You get pretty tired 
of the same old shit some day, and...” 


Son of Satan! Teachers swear? Dammit! death is going to bea 
hard thing to live through. 


“ ..when the weather is so perfect, the company is so pleas- 
ant, and the sky is deep blue, all you can really think about is 
death, so we'll discuss it.’”” 


| really wish teachers wouldn’t swear like that. Isn’t it terrible 
the way people are intimidated by people who so confidently 
and boldly curse and editorialize? 


“So, when our present circumstances and conditions are 
ideal, we'll talk death.”” 


| think high school is made up of boring, cynical people who 
still think the secrets of the universe can be found on a 
bathroom wall or in a subway kiosk. Lord knows, if you find it 
there, someone else probably already found it on a bulletin 
board or on someone’s office door. Or else somebody 
mistranslated his Latin homework and discovered the power 
and the glory of all that exists. 


“You!” Me! ‘(What is the sound of one hand clapping?” 

Someone suggested a wind. 

Someone told a pertinent Polish joke. 

| started lightly slapping the side of my face. 

Wisdom is pure logic. 

Though | regret being forced into it, | made some decisions in 
my life today. These are my decisions: 

*| decided that | want to go insane and be put away where no 
one will bother me. 


*If people thought about what they said as being worthwhile 
and intelligent, a lot less would be said, but we would have a lot 
more to talk about. 


*There are people in my school who | will never see, and, 
therefore, they don’t exist. (The selfish view of logic.) 


*There are people in my school who will never see me, and, 
therefore, | don’t exist. 


| stepped out of the classroom. The room, with all its dull 
walls and depressing philosophies about the future, bored me. | 
had tried to find a joy in pessimism, but there was no giant claw 
to give any indication of such. There is nothing good in 
pessimism. 


Dammit, though, | scare myself sometimes. 


An old, blood-stained sword dangled from his cassock in the 
sun. There was no zephyr to move it, no bright beams of light to 
blind me, and no reflections of a young, Russian boy staring in- 
ward. Though, | stared. He stared into me. | couldn’t see 
through him. He knew too much. 


He’s getting old, and he knows it. Only now does he teach his 
criticisms to a sample audience for new results. The older of the 
young are like that before they become old. The older of the 
young are letting infallible wisdom set in. 


A dull, abused one-cent piece lay before me. 
| look at it. 

It looks back at me. 

| blink. 

It blinks. 


| bend down to pick it up, but its eyes open wide in terror. | 
leave it, and | walk ahead. As | reach the end of the sidewalk, | 
turn around, and | see a sunburned teacher bending down over 
a penny. 


| turn around and, down the life-lined pavement, | continue 
on my way. @ 


Rise Above 


by Andy Powers 


I sit... alone... in the dark room of my mind. 
| sit and watch the world go by my window. 
| sit and watch, smiling, uncaring. 
| ask for nothing, | offer nothing... 
| am alone. 


| know where the door is, 

How | came in, how | could leave. 

But | don’t touch the door, 

For fear of stirring the ancient dust 

that lies thick on the floor 

Each storm that rattles my room 

causes me to put a new lock on that door, 
terrified by the potential consequences 

of its opening. 


Sleep comes down, now and then, and | dream 
of a new day, a new sun, 

a golden tomorrow. 

But | always awaken to the same 

dark, cold room. 


You come, unlooked for, smashing the door, 
splintering wood, scattering dust. 

| hide in the darkest corner 

anticipating death. 


You calmly sweep the dust out the door, 
light candles and open the window 

to let the fresh breeze blow life into 
this dank room. 


Now we sit. 

No need for talk. 

Your comforting presence is all | need. 
Here we shall stay. 

We are as one. 


Soon you are gone. 

| am alone... again. 

No need for tears, | am content. 

| sit and | smile. 

| passively watch the world. . . again. 
Nothing can touch me now. 
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My... Woman? 


by Steve Ortiz 


i was once called to join my brothers and fight 
oh, i fought; for every cause except mine. 


now i drench sheets with midnight chills 
wishing i had objected to it 
knowing i’d succumbed to it 


praying, yes, praying to Mercy for a quarter 
or do razors cost a dime? 


Novembertime 


by Tony Steele 


Bleak, dry clouds fill the sky 
as birds sing their songs to leave. 


The chilling grayness in the air leaves 
no room for sweet thoughts of summer. 


The once gay-green leaves, now brown 
and dried, must turn their faces to the 
ground and wait for patches of sun 
to warm them. 


The whistling of the lifeless wind stirs 
the branches that rake the sky. 


The sun, once a huge, yellow balloon, 
now dare not show her face in fear the wind 
might grab her and keep her. 


All that is left of my beloved summer 
is now gone. 


The wind has taken the warm summer 


evenings to her own pleasure and has left 
me with nothing . . . but memories. 
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Where Have All 


The People Gone? 


by John Hanlon 


Who are the kids that we call punks 
jumping all around? 

Who are the guys known as preps? 
Izods can be found. 


And who are the art fags, the nerds, the jocks 
hating one another? 

Who is the boy that cries aloud 

running to his mother? 


Where have all the people gone, 
good old human beings? 

Have they hidden in their shells 
afraid of all these games? 


Was grandpa a metalhead, a stud, 
or just plain him? 

Were people just bored people then 
or floating ‘round in sin? 


| think | know where the people have gone, 
the ones found in fables. 

The punks and jocks and nerds and studs 
have covered them with labels. 


And When Each Day 


by Robert Sayre 


And when each day brings 
trials and tribulations 
harder than the previous ones, 
we fall farther into the trap, 
Of life, of course. 
WHY, why is it so hard 
to live 
to love 
to understand? 
And those who would pretend 
to be what they are not 
Lose truly more than a feeling 
of self-esteem 
but moreover one’s feelings themselves. 
When thoughts are dictated through 
majority rule and individuality 


of thought becomes a fading thing of the past, 


A shout cries out to save the people 
almost without hope 
almost without voice 
A shout which says to those who 
would forsake the true nature of their 
soul to buy false camaraderie, 
to have spirit and courage, 
to know that it’s a far better and 
happier man ~ 
who improves upon his faults and 
misgivings than one who denies them. 
Contemplate not life, but how you can live it. 
Troubled feelings and broken hearts 
are better by far than those who never 
love or relish in victory, 
for development and growth within the 
heart and soul 
are better than an emotionless world. 


Along a Roadside 


by Michael Comiskey 


Turning in pale grass-pink, 

dew bears twins. 

A trough of wind offers resistance 
between their closing legs. 

It breaks them outward again. 


They smile; roserush courts a gust of flame. 


Two men pass, tripping heavily on them. 


March 


by Sam Youakim 


The sun is shining and the trees are green 
But the child is unsure of what he’s seen 
The clouds are gone and the sky is blue 
Yet he still can’t tell what is true 


Protest marchers crowd the street 

But the child just feels like scratching his feet 
The leftists and rightists scream and shout 
And the child wonders what the noise is about 


There is a war tonight in the human sea 

But the child is content, smiling, and free 
And the news of death has filled the air 

But the child has decided that he doesn’t care 


For shining is the sun, green is the tree 

And the child rejoices in what he can see 
Blue is the sky for gone are the clouds 

And smiling is the child in his funeral shroud 


The war has turned the earth to a sea of sand 
And the child is a child in an adult land 
And the protesters are so proud in their fight 


That the child is trampled by the march of the night 
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SKELETONS 


by Michael Comiskey 


PROLOGUE: 


His knees bounced above his waist, treading miles of summer 
sidewalk behind him. In the distance a pinpoint corner shone on his 
advancement. He moved in this way, his knees fighting up and 
down savagely—a runt kitten fearful of the heat which had wrin- 
kled the soles of his feet, like faces of old apaches—odd guests 
which summer brought home each year. His thoughts tracked 
feverishly on relief, but such prancing allows relief only momentari- 
ly; hot again, cool again, hot again, cool again, for he wore no shoes. 
Ever. 


The sidewalk contracted slowly as heat whispers haunted within. 
Unheard, unseen, it was crippled under the sun’s maddening spray. 
For all appearances it was proud and full, and its age marked it with 
good station. 


“| got green eyes, | got green eyes, jes’ like a witch!” the child 
bleated, nagging in his favorite sing-song. It was lost in the muffling 
pastels of heat. He danced onto a neighboring lawn, his burning 
paws blessed with coolness once again. In the summer he did not 
tan, but adopted the blotchy hue of an infant. 


He loved to play at games, this Green Eyes—“slavedriver’ was his 
favorite. To play he needed only a broom stick, He draped his arms 
over the stick, his wrists hanging loose, nearly cracked by imaginary, 
tenuous tasks. Green Eyes sagged from side to side under the burden 
of make-believe buckets. The water he carried would serve nothing 
less than the noblest duties: a baptism, perhaps; the lashing of a soul 
with water . . . a soul somewhere in the crude Florida basin, Tampa. 
Or, better, to quench a killing thirst, or mop the brows of those heated 
in combat. Surely Mr. Nailer would think him great for that. Everyone 
knew Mr. Nailer had helped out the Irish boys. He said anything he 
did would be to cool them down and not heat them up. He said they 
had been “hot enough long enough!” 


Green Eyes sighted a jangling man parading along his walk. His 
million-mile playground infected with company, he scampered 
away in a frenzy, changing directions, cutting back in wild indeci- 
sion, until finally he lit onto the nearest wood-plank porch. The heat 
had turned devils about him in his rush, like a top singed in flight 
and twisted on a different path. 


Numerous ebony ferns played about their small visitor who, 
enveloped in their tickling swords, could follow the stranger's prog- 
ress up the sidewalk. Green Eyes was terrified of strangers. From his 
jungled vantage ground he could see the man floundering through 
the drizzling heat, and from that distance the stranger's features 
were comfortably muddled; from that distance the stranger was a 
smudge which showed only as much as passed between each con- 
secutive arm of the ferns, through which two jade, marble eyes 
paused and blended into so much green. 


[ eral [ [ 
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Ferron 


My grandfather was jailed before he died. When | say died | use 
the term out of reverence, out of not wanting to pronounce the 
tragedy of his death in that base word, which | only now say to you 
because we are not in public, “hanged.” Hanged by his own hand | 
presume, Poppa was, and not without good cause! That grim 
business aside, I'll tell you all about him. His name was Tate... Pop- 
pa Tate Nailer he was called. My family numbered at least a dozen | 
believe... at least, counting Daddy and Momma. | just went back 
to Edison Road to see how the neighborhood looked so many years 
hence from the time | had last seen it. The day was “‘beastly hot” as 
we said when we were littler. | came walking down the sidewalk, 
which along with the houses had shrunk considerably, and | could 
see the heat looking paradoxically like rain, as heat is wont to do. 
There was a lone child playing one of those games which | have 
forgotten the objective of now. He quickly hid himself as he saw me 
round the corner. | do remember how that went. Kids always equate 
the appellation “stranger” with strange in the sense of odd or 
peculiar, and not simply as meaning someone who they are not at 
the time acquainted with. 


As | said earlier | had a large family, which quite naturally lived in 
one hell of a large house. Didn’t | tell you about the house already? 
Well, when | came back that day it was in the saddest shape of any 
of the places left on Edison Road. 
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Filing the length of Edison Road and flanking it on both sides were 
the once-full, two-story matrons in blue and white, and red and white, 
and grey and white. Their paintskins gently molting, they mourned 
humbly to themselves in order to preserve pride. Weeds matted 
around their sides and brambles struck deep into their increasingly 
spongy, rotting shells, as if goading them to shriek in indignation. 
Their bodies were soaked and heavy with dark water. But, again, such 
houses are proud, and will not give ground to intruders. 


A conspicuous victim, the Nailer house squatted—more vacant 
than, and of a greater ignobility even than the neighborhood's other 
dying structures. It had borne more people than the others, though, 
so its condition was accounted for. Slowly, so slowly as if to be un- 
noticeable, its sides heaved in and out, like a skewered heart long 
since forgotten. The new children of the block gathered. They used 
to linger in the doorway to catch the tired fury of the house’s exhala- 
tions. Especially in the summer when cooling graces were almost 
non-existent. 


O 


Lanton 


When my grandfather, Tate Nailer, asked his wife to marry him 
she said she would not if he did not change his name —at the time 
he went by his natural name, the one that had been in the family 
since the first day of time. His oldest ancestor had walked out into 
the first morning bearing that name. The name was McNally, and 
his wife being of British descent would not allow her name to be 
changed to his. | suspect he wanted to make it as simple a change as 
possible, so he dropped the “Mc,” as so many Irish immigrants had, 
and then chose an American-sounding variation of the second part. 
Thus, he came up with Nailer; Poppa Tate Nailer he was known as. 
Poppa, | know, always regretted changing his name, and if he hadn’t 
been so much in love with Sadie, his bride, he would’ve cursed her 
for being such a feisty woman, and probably for being a woman at 
all, and sent her on her way. That's just the sort of thing he’d do. 


Well, Tate was brought up as a Catholic and was terribly con- 
cerned about the fighting in Northern Ireland. “My people have had 
them Protestants dump enough shit on them for all ages and, if | 
could, | swear | would make them sorry for it!” Poppa said on more 
than one occasion. He eventually got in trouble trying to help his 
people. 
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Years had plunged by, bringing the Nailer house to its present, sad 
demeanor. They had numbered as a fair dozen of the town’s most 
distinguished, or in some cases merely distinguishable, citizens. The 
baby, Davey, was three years old, and as striking a child as was to be 
found anywhere. His opulent, curly hair was immediately at peace 
with brown-green eyes, so much so that he couldn't have had any 
other color of either and still maintained a balance of any sort. 
Davey was every bit the ideal little prostitute, bringing in patrons for 
the family—a family long on the ebb who used Davey to fuel its af- 
fected pride. Davey had sung and recited at the voter registration 
office on the Boulevard. After that, all of the ladies who 
volunteered there allowed themselves to visit the Nailers. They 
even spread their fine impressions of the family, created by Davey, 
among their friends—a calumnious gang whose patronage and 
friendship was highly desired by any residents who hoped to main- 
tain a good name. Maintaining a good name was very important. 
One of those who tried the hardest at this was Senora Conchita 
duGris, known to all as Mrs. Conchita. She preferred that to her mar- 
ried name, which did not let her Spanish heritage be known. Davey 
Nailer was always taken to a neighbor's house on Sunday, and more 
often than not it was Mrs. Conchita who was given the honor of this 


photo by Larry Shea 


visit. He always went with his father Nathan Nailer. Nathan thought 
it grand to expose his youngest son to a person of a different 
cultural background. On one particular Sunday Nathan gathered 
Davey up from playing by the curb in the driveway. Davey was in- 
terested in a small peanut plant at the time and told his father that 
he would prefer to go later to see Mrs. Conchita. 


“Can we go see her at night, Daddy,” Davey entreated. “| don’t 
think | ever saw her at night before. You know, Daddy, Spanish pic- 
tures are always sunny. They’re so bright. Just once I'd like to see 
someone Spanish when its not sunny, huh?” 


Nathan thought about this for a moment and said, “But, what... 
| mean... well what has being Spanish got to do with whether you 
see her at night or... well... what do you mean?” Davey cocked his 
head and said, “Doncha see Daddy? I’m not real sure that she stays 
around at night. | think she disappears. I’ve never seen her at night 
time.” Nathan chuckled lightly; “OK Dave Boy, Ill be back later.” 
Nathan moved away toward the house, glancing curiously back at 
his son, wondering if he himself had ever been young enough to 
think that way. 


(continued on next page) 
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The sun went down at 6:30 and Nathan found Davey playing, this 
time with the fallen blooms from a jacaranda tree. He had sampled 
the tender, white, immature peanuts from the small bush, and had 
developed an immediate distaste for them. He liked the flowers 
because they were sticky. They littered the paths like soiled, 
crushed lavendar warming for hours in the sun, which caused them 
to emit the piquant scent that comes with wilting. They were cool- 
ing down as Nathan and Davey ambled across the road to the 
duGris home. 


Mrs. Conchita had nothing but a black and white look about her. 
Her once burnt, native color had resigned itself to a sallow shade. 
She always looked dusty, like newspaper clippings from days past; 
an age so rapt in miraculous, yet exaggerated halcyon memories. A 
black mantilla crowned her jet black shell of hair, and a white lace 
scarf frilled about her neck; between them was simple, yellowing, 
newspaper-skin hung on a broad pan face. 


Mrs. Conchita greeted them, immediately beginning what would 
seem affected praise of Davey, due to her extremism. Davey, after 
all, was her favorite “hijito.” He performed as was expected by his 
father, coyly smiling at her and blushing. The clouds of her speech 
choked the poorly-ventilated room; lit only by a candle which she 
had cleverly wedged in the top of a hollowed gourd, the whole 
room adopted an eerie glow. Davey thought about the walls and 
how unbelievably round they looked in that light. They sloped up, 
shot with frenetic ghosts drawn from the candle’s flame. 


The dame offered the first of the articles to be remembered from 
her past for that evening. “Oy, when we were living in the Latin 
Quarter above Lopez’s there you know... ay... | was ina show. We 
were a hundred milkmaids dancing strong! Oy, mida... | had to... 
listen... | had to sing a part all by myself, and the head of this show, 
she no liked the way young Conchita did it. She told me the way to 
do it... but !... ah, | went on right like | thought to doit... but |... 
and you know what? You would never guess that | could... oy... 
that | could have made the people stand up and scream and clap 
like they... ay... like they did... and, oh mida que lindo este chico 
... oh looky how he smile when Conchita talks to him. Oh, he’s my 
little boyfriend . . . my novio, heh, my boyfriend, eh? Aren’t you 
hijito?” 

Each of her words sank like stillborn bubbles. Each phrase spat 
forth was inadequate. Those thirty years lay, overpowering, forming 
a chasm too great to be traversed by her nostalgic reverie. Each 
memory tumbled down, as if striking each one of those years that 
had passed. Her thoughts were of days that were dead which, like 
the tender grace that old Lord wrote of, would never come back to 
her. 
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Ferron 


So many of the folks on Edison Road took Grampapa for a 
lunatic. They all thought he had totally lost control of his senses. | 
can see now why they might have thought that, looking back, but | 
was so young . . . God was | young. When | heard them talking in 
hushes, the family that is, | didn’t even know where Ireland was. 
Ireland was always what they were whispering about. Poppa always 
got defensive when | got querulous about being excluded from the 
conversations. | recall one evening after dinner, Daddy and Mom- 
ma went to Poppa Tate’s house without saying anything about what 
they were doing. My brother Lanton and | decided to follow at a 
relatively safe distance—far enough away that we could make up 
another reason for being outside. We moved up unobtrusively to 
the side of Poppa Tate’s portico, ready to listen to what they would 
be talking about. 


Daddy began: “Poppa Tate, | think we ought to really discuss this 
thing you're talking about, and | think now is as good a time as the 
next.” 


Poppa looked at him truculently, raised one eyebrow into a 
sinister curl, and pronounced very firmly, ‘You can go to Hell too. . 
. and you can tell the Devil | said | ain’t comin’!” 


16 


“Please, Poppa,” Daddy said. “Look,” he continued, “I just think 
we ought to consider the dangerous aspects of this, Poppa! Face it, 
shippin’ automatic weapons . . . Jesus, any kind of weapons Pop, is 
just plain out and out illegal. | know you support the struggle, but 
goddammit so do all of us! You don’t see the Dodsons sending out 
weapons to the Protestants in the North, and they’re just as loyal to 
their lot as you to yours!” Poppa Tate’s nostrils flared as he rose 
from his rocker, put one finger straight in the air, made his body as 
rigid as possible, and said, “The reason the Dodsons, those flibber- 
tigibbets, don’t do the same is that they know deep down that the 
Protestants are wrong as all Hades, and they don’t want to fight on 
the Devil’s side! They may say they're Protestants but they are sim- 
ply not that stupid! They know that God will judge by what's in your 
heart truly and not what you say or do! They know as well as | that 
the Protestants in Northern Ireland are on a wagon to Hell, with 
Maggie Thatcher drivin’, and they'll take along anyone who makes 
a showing on their side! Now, get you both to Hell or home, neither 
of which could be much closer for you right now! Try to stop me 
from fighting my crusade. | may have lost my name, but I’m as Irish 
as St. Pat himself. It’s my turn to chase the snakes... NOW GET!” 
With that he withdrew through his doorway, and in an august whirl 
or words and dust was gone. That was my grandfather. Impressive 
... always impressive. 


pale a) Ed 


Tate Nailer’s hair had grown long. So long as to smother his sag- 
ging ears; his chest-length beard blanked out a wizening, elfin face. 
His folded countenance shone out like a sagely half-moon. It 
almost seemed that he could lay out the scenery before him to look 
differently. Anyone who could see things the way he observed them 
would see a landscape, and events, guided by a madman’s percep- 
tion. There was something in his gaze which betrayed an impercep- 
tible difference in his insight. 


The sunlight’s intensity was coalescing with the evening, working 
light grey heat paintings before his eyes. He was not dreaming, but 
Poppa Tate was imagining things as his desire to exist awake waned. 
He was thinking about Art, the son right above Ferron and below 
Lanton in age. Art was a pine-like, wooden boy who lacked any 
athletic, or even normal graces in movement. Poppa saw Art run- 
ning very quickly in his vision. he was not running with any definite 
stride and was wholly maladroit at the task which seems so natural 
for most people. But there was one detail about Poppa’s vision that 
lent an exalted quality of beauty to this gangly boy’s advancement. 
In a wave of electric motion, delicate cornflowers sprung up rapidly 
in his wake. When he slowed down they would come up pink, or 
purple, or white. When he ran they were blue; when he lurched or 
tripped they would deepen in shade, but still remain blue. It was 
fairly impressive to see him sprout them at a low gait, but it was not 
the same as when he ran. Real magic does not move slowly. 


Tate shook off the sleepy images which cloyed his mind, only to 
see his grandson Art starting from his doorway across the road. He 
ran, again without finesse, toward the porch on which Tate rested. 


“Hey, Poppa Tate,” he said in a pious timbre. “Whatcha doin’?” 
Tate readjusted his focus and looked curiously at the lad. 


“Come now Art my lad, go dash off some rows of those fine corn- 
flowers you do . . . you know what | mean. Now don’t keep me 
waiting. You never know if an old man will be here in a second. ‘A 
little touch will tip the old to sleep,’ Sophocles said. Now go on Art . 
.. do the flowers, boy.” 


“What do you mean, Poppa? Do the flowers?” 


Poppa looked at Art peevishly. “Can’t you do an old fella a good 
turn without a good reason? Well, | know it’s not Christmas .. . and 
it’s not my birthday . . . and it’s not even St. Patty’s .. . but just for 
once | wish somebody young would see their way fit to give Tate 
something to get a kick out of without having a reason... . and | 
don’t mean with your foot. That | get my fill of, I’m afraid.” 


(continued on page 19) 


A Temple to Ceres, a Shelter for 


by George Choundas 


The old barn stood 
Isolated 
In the old field, a monument of time 
Free from its surroundings. 
On its roof a weather vane, shaped like a rooster, 
Teeter-tottered off-center, turning with a squeak 
At the whim of the autumn breeze. 
The barn itself, its red paint peeling, showed 
Signs of age, something 
Which permeated every inch of the structure. 
The large doors stood proudly at the front 
Of the barn like guards who 
Challenged a visitor with their size, yet 
Meekly opened, although with much squeaking, 
At anyone’s wish. 
Inside a faint smell revealed the past presence 
Of creatures who had lived there before, and much hay 
Lay on the floor of the barn, hay 
Which had probably scratched against the bare feet 
Of many a farm boy. 
Many farm instruments, such as hoes, rakes, and spades, 
Hung on the wall on the right, 
The paint brushes of a farmer. 
By the left wall were a tractor and 
A wheelbarrow, eager to diligently serve their master. 
Yet all these, like the barn, showed 
Signs of age. 
By the far wall, 
Lining the side walls, were many stalls, once 
Used to house farm animals, but 
Now empty and 
Abandoned .. . 
In the center of the barn, between 
The entrance and the stalls, a ladder, 
Aged but sturdy, led up to the loft. 
The loft was empty except 
For the hay strewn on the floor, 
A carpet in a theater balcony. 
On the far wall of the loft was 
A large opening, as for a window, through which 
One could see the meadow behind the barn, 
And the rising sun 
As a rooster crowed. 


Cows 
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Freedom 


by Rich Lesperance 


She was sitting in a chair and looking out the window, with 
eyes that couldn’t see. | walked in quietly and sat down, not 
making a sound, but she still heard me. | said hello and sat in 
front of her. 


She was as beautiful as she had always been; the only thing 
wrong was that her blue eyes, now a dull color, remained fixed 
to an invisible spot out the window. Her picturesque face was 
not smiling. 


Why, God, did society have to condemn people who try to 
change things? It had no bars, but the room she was in was still a 
prison. For the crime of trying to change things she was con- 
demned to a ten-by-ten room from which she couldn’t leave un- 
til she died. 


Totalitarian rule did not fit America well, but it didn’t even 
come close to fitting Caroline. She was the type of person who 
had to help, had to fix, and, worst of all, had to be free. The 
fascists ruled America tightly, and one of their wisest moves 
was punishing ‘radicals’ by taking away their hope. But they 
made one mistake. 


Without her eyesight she had no proof that she was in her lit- 
tle cell, no nagging evidence that said she wasn’t anywhere her 
mind said she was. She could be with anyone, anywhere in her 
own world, her own world with her own rules. Richard Butler 
put it well when he sang, ‘She lives in the place in the side of 
our lives, where nothing is ever put straight.” It was a selfish 
kind of freedom, but it was freedom. Caroline was free while 
imprisoned and I, | was imprisoned while free — imprisoned in 
a society that | did not want. 


| once loved Caroline, and | still do. | wanted to share that 
love and be with her. | knew what had to be done. 


The next day | walked through Victory Square, speaking out 
against the government’s torture policy. The police caught me 
in fifteen minutes. 


Later, they brought me to the room which was to be my home 
for the rest of my life. | stumbled, still not used to being 
sightless. It was fully two days after that before | had my own 
little place in the side of our lives; and then, | was with Caroline. 


Sure, it’s a selfish world Caroline and | have, but it suits us. 
Sometimes | think back and wonder if Richard Butler didn’t 
have us in mind when he slipped that sentence into ‘’Pretty in 
Pink.” Even though he wrote it over two centuries ago, it’s nice 
to think that. 


Caroline and | have our own world with our own rules. Seeing 
her as she really is puts her physical body to shame. Her soul is 
so much more beautiful when it’s free. 


| love you, Caroline. 
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Flowers 


by Sam Youakim 


When the fragrant flowers begin to rot 

And someone’s morals we have been taught 

When the little children all dance and sing 

And a freshman’s impressed by a senior’s ring 

When the sun is setting on the azure sea 

And the lumberjack’s axe is put to the tree 

When the young men wander in search of themselves 
And the dead flowers are taken off of the shelves 
When nations decide to go to war 

And the young men wonder what to fight for 

When the young women get to stay behind 

And the machines of death begin to grind 

When all has been said and all has been done 

And they have decided which side has won 

When the dead have been placed into the ground 
And the M.1.A.’s still aren’t found 

When the ‘‘savior of the poor” drives a Rolls Royce 
And the millions of murderers claim they’re ‘Pro-Choice’ 
When the sun finally rises on a new day 

And the clouds of doom must have gone away 

Then the men who kill men all get to go free 

And the innocent men get the dealth penalty 

Then we all come home and go on with our lives 

With our houses, our children, and our wonderful wives 
Then we’ll plant the gardens in our backyard 

And pray to God for luck in the cards 

Then the flowers will rise up from the earth 

And we shall rejoice in the new birth 

“There is nothing new .. . ,”” says Qoheleth 

And a perfect life is a perfect myth 


Time and Tide 


by Torch Pratt 


When distance takes us far apart, 
It strains my heart so frangible. 
| live to feel your form and art, 
And who says love’s intangible? 


If time and chances bring us near, 
In pleasure we will wallow: yes! 

The hurting starts with you unhere, 
My heart half-filled with hollowness. 


| like one thing when you are gone 
(Think twice before you say I’ve lied): 
When you return with business done, 
Ill find our love has multiplied. 


Art, totally dismayed, lept off the porch steps and picked some 
small purplish flowers from a weed on the lawn. He brought them 
quickly to Tate’s side and handed them to him, searching for ap- 
proval somewhere in those quiescent eyes that Poppa could seem- 
ingly turn on at his own discretion. 


“Oh my. My boy. D’yer think, really, you ken substitute a scrubby 
old thistle for those fine cornflowers . .. you know, the ones you're 
hiding from me, eh?” Tate asked irritatedly. “Well. | may be old, but 
come on now... I’ve got feelings. | dun’t like t’be treated shabbily. 
Go on home, Art. Don’t think I’m angry, lad. . . I’m just disap- 
pointed. Damned disappointment it is . .. but go now. Go.” Tate set- 
tled back again in his rocker as Art slunk back across the way and 
started back through his doorway, with a bleary glance back at his 
grandfather. 


Lanton 


Poppa Tate had purchased weapons . . . all sorts, but mostly 
automatic. He kept them hidden in his attic, and no one of us knew 
the truth, until it was too late. The problem lay in the fact that Mom- 
ma and Daddy knew of his plans but lent no credence to them; 
when dealing with Poppa it was difficult to know what to lend 
credence to and what to disregard. | only regret that they disre- 
garded it so long. Being a year older than Art, and the oldest male 
member of our clan, after Daddy and Poppa Tate, | took it as my 
duty to find out about this plan | had heard about in snatches, and 
to get an adult opinion of my findings. Weeks went by one after the 
next in which | snuck about in a clandestine manner that actually 
rivalled my parents in their endeavor to keep the younger family 
members in the dark. | spent nights with my ear to a cold plaster 
wall without any light on so as not to attract attention or suspicion. 
Sometimes the sun would steal into my room, finding me totally 
unawares and asleep. It would be daylight and | still would know 
nothing. 


At one point | ventured so far as to openly inquire of Poppa Tate 
himself what his feud was with these “Protestants” he railed about 
so frequently. 


“My boy ... | lost my name to a very cunning old Briton. She had 
me so confused, | must say. My father, your great grandfather, and | 
use that adjective loosely, disowned me, his son, for falling in love 
with a Protestant. | was too young to care about anything outside of 
my feelings of fancy. Somehow . . . I’m not so sure | was wrong . . . 
no... not so sure that fancy .. . isn’t what’s... what's real. Anyway, 
he kept telling me that the Protestants were robbing the Catholics in 
the homeland. | said it didn’t matter because she was she and | was 
me and neither of us had robbery on our minds, though | guess you 
might find out what we did have on our minds... one of these times 
_.. in the sweet by and by as we used to say. Anyway ... d’yer know 
what happened, Lanton my lad? She did indeed rob me of 
something very precious... my name... McNally. She... she made 
me change it, boy... do you see boy,” Tate said amidst a hard, sup- 
pressed sob. “She made me change my name! Well there’re people 
over there, in the North, more Irish than me... and they’re having to 
face being robbed of things daily, and | want them to have the 
justice that is deserved them by the laws of God. That, my boy, is 
why | hate Protestants. They will simply steal your name if you let 
them... that’s all... plain and simple they'll cover up what is really 
you. They do it to each other and like it. That’s their religion... 
hiding what is really the essence of a human... like my name. It 
showed | was Irish. Well that’s my skeleton. Now you run home for 
dinner before you waste away like a skeleton . . . you ain’t too far 
from it, lad. Get you gone. You'll get your fill of skeletons later. | 
think that fancy is the way to go, boy, but not for me. . . not at my 
age... fancy dies. It doesn’t age, kid. Go home.” He was sad. If only 
he knew how wrong he was. 


| went to see Mrs. Conchita one afternoon to see if she might 
have some loose change for me in exchange for help around her 
house. | was tremendously worried because | was carrying around 
information now that confused me . . . stuff | had gleaned from 


those nights by the wall. This is the story | was able to piece 
together: Poppa Tate had bought weapons to send to Northern 
Ireland to help the Catholics fight against the Protestants, who 
robbed them of things. This was wrong, like when Grandma Sadie 
had taken Poppa Tate’s natural name away. That was wrong and 
was something like a skeleton for Poppa. He was commissioning a 
small boat to take the guns over, and no one was to know about it. It 
was too bizarre, too fantastic to an impressionable child of ten. But 
that was the story | had come up with. It was also the story | told 
Mrs. Conchita that afternoon at her house. | didn’t think she would 
do anything . . . | only wanted to tell someone older and get their 
opinion. | didn’t know she was going to tell the damned thing to 
anyone, especially not the authorities. For God’s sake | was not the 
brightest ten year old... | wasn’t quick. |... well, | am so sorry. 


Anyway, the ship was stopped off the coast of England about a 
week later. The police came, with F.B.1. agents, and took him away. 
ll never forget the day they took him. We were all on the porch of 
Poppa’s house, all us kids. He was dressed to the hilt. | think now, 
that he had some presentiment about what was to come. He never 
dressed in that way. It was the same kind of inexplicable knowledge 
that could be sensed in his gaze. He looked like a former prince, 
dressed out in a trash ensemble, that day. His fanciest clothes were 
sullied from lack of upkeep, and his cufflinks were turning the 
familiar green of aging metals. He reminded me of the transients 'd 
seen who wore suits and bowties and jewelry, a festive pocket hand- 
kerchief usually in their breast pockets. The ones I’d seen would 
walk the streets in swirls of mock elegance. But when | saw them up 
close... | knew that what looked like dapper, aging squires were 
not dapper at all. They were wearing those things because it was all 
they had. | never understood what good bowties and cufflinks were 
if they were all one owned. | guess they help to keep away the things 
we no longer have... keep them out of our thoughts. | guess it stops 
one from dwelling on the things that he could have had —the things 
that one regrets. | suppose that is what Poppa meant dressing that 
way at the last. Like when he changed his name. He had to do 
something to make that balance out. Something to stop his regret- 
ting. If that’s what it was, I’m not sure. . . | could blame him. 


Anyway, we all sat there with him. | was on the floor basking in 
the aging blue lamp of Poppa’s stare; it was the stare he was wont to 
use which didn’t look at you but around you . . . almost in an 
enveloping way. He had told us all day long that day would find 
some hawks flying over the house across the street that day. | don’t 
know how he knew, but he seemed so positive that, as children, we 
readily believed him. Our longing eyes observed the jacaranda 
trees, which shouted color across the tops of the stolid, grey oaks. 
The sky looked as if it had been treated with swabs of powdery 
fiberglas—the clouds echoed back into the east. As it happened, we 
only saw sparrows. Poppa Tate was not satisfied with them. 


“1 have no use for such weak birds anymore, with their fancy pat- 
terns. One has to be strong, my boys. Sparrows are always looking 
to steal foods from your more aggressive birds like your jays.” 


Art was sitting off in the corner. He had been very fretful ever 
since Poppa gave him that business about cornflowers. He 
somehow seemed to blame himself for not being able to give Tate 
what he wanted. He regretted something that he wasn’t even sure 
he understood. | never did get the story on that one. 


Then the agents came, with Mrs. Conchita. She was skulking 
behind them like Judas withholding. She didn’t need to signal them. 
He was the only one it could have been who was present. Jesus 
could have been any one of the number. 


None of us knew what to do. Momma and Daddy were at the 
grocery store, and we just sat and watched. They came up on the 
porch and made their pronouncements, and Poppa just sat, rocking, 
listening. 


Then he asked, “May | address the congregation once more? 
Once more? Once more.” 


(continued on next page) 
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The Forehead Shop 


by John Hanlon 


“Ah, yes! The numbers are in,” said one. 
“Really?” perked another. 


The two walked, almost ran, to the Forehead Shop. Though a 
wide selection of adjectives and amounts of money were in 
stock, the numbers were the most popular decorations. 


One and another walked in and found their own numbers. 
Following a quick glance, they taped them to their foreheads. 
Good news came with bad news. 


Another picked up his drum sticks and created a melancholy 
pattern on his tom-toms, on which to sulk. He combed his hair 
down. One visited all his favorite institutions of higher learning 
and coolly brushed his hair back. 


| saw the best people of my generation destroyed by 


numbers, 


SE IL EE LL A EI SS ESE SE ES ISELIN ERED LEE SEE OE ES PEO RE EE I ET RE EEE 


They agreed to let him, under the condition that he be aware that 
anything he said could be used against him in a court. He didn’t 
seem concerned about that. He looked inquisitively at Mrs. Con- 
chita and began, “What could you have possibly found of interest in 
this matter, Senora? Are you always so fretful? ... oh, don’t bother. . 
. | know you are. You are certainly going to miss me. Don’t you think 
so, what with nobody’s business but yer own to occupy that which 
ye call yer time? Oh, how could | forget! You'll always have those 
memories of yours .. . or is it a memory? What was it again? You 
were a dancing milkmaid . . . or was it barmaid? That doesn’t matter 

_ it’s still your memory . . . your skeleton, hmm? It’s not a bad 
skeleton, but one just the same. You don’t keep it hidden, but it’s 
something old and useless is all | mean by that. Skeletons take on 
many forms, not just things you want to hide, but things you want to 
hide behind. | s’pose iks more of a ghost... that haunts all of us 
through you. You know what it’s like, eh Senora... keeping things 
around too long because there’s nothing really new to come along? 
It bites pretty deeply at night, eh, doesn’t it? Sure, you know. Too 
bad you couldn’t keep anything but the memory of your name, just 
like me. What were you called when you were young... before you 
married? Something grand . . . Senorita Conchita .. . Pobrita? Eh? 
Pretty good for a dead Irishman, huh? | know the name game 
Senora. | know how that goes. You do too, Senora DuGris . . . that’s 
French isn’t it... or do you like to think it sounds Spanish? Sounds 
like ‘of the grey’ in-your tongue, doesn’t it? But we all know you 
don’t have a Spanish name anymore .. . not a real one! That’s how | 
felt, that tear in the corner of your eye . . . that’s my feeling now. 
Where'd you get it? Heh, Sadie took my name too!” Poppa tried to 
remain as urbane as possible under the pressure of years of pain 
brought to light. 


“VIL tell you, boys, don’t think you should stop yourself from do- 
ing certain things. There are some things you can do that will turn 
out fine and some that you'll have to get yourself out of. But it’s bet- 
ter sometimes to do what yer not supposed to, to make up for the 
times you did what you thought was right and you got wronged. Do 
it so you can never say ‘I wonder what would have happened if . . ’, 
and if it doesn’t work out, then balance it out with something else. 
Like what | did this time. | couldn’t change what had been done to 
me and my people by my protestant wife and her people, but I can 
make myself know that | tried something to make up for the last 
time | tried something that was wrong— Poppa told me not to marry 
her, but | did. Maybe | was wrong, but now I’m right about the Prot- 
estants, so you see. .. it’s all right!” They took my grandfather away. 
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Afterwards we went home. We waited for Momma and Daddy to 
return from the store. We were all so hungry ... very hungry. Art had 
stayed behind on the porch at Poppa’s place. | watched him sit 
there playing with some weed-like flowers. From a distance | could 
not see what he was doing, but | think he was dying a little. | saw 
him stir once under the intense wave of tremendous, blue evening. 
Then he rolled over to sleep. | meant to check on him later. For then 
he was to be left alone with whatever skeleton Poppa had given him 
that took the shape of tiny, blue flowers. What a thing to worry 
about. But we worry about lesser things. Many lesser things have 
made greater impacts. At least the flowers were his. 


EPILOGUE: 


As he slept, Art dreamed of his house in years to come. Its paint- 
skin molting, it mourned silently. Weeds matted around its sides 
and brambles struck deep into its increasingly spongy, rotting shell, 
as if goading it to shreik in indignation. Its body was soaked and 
heavy with dark water. But it was proud and would give no ground 
to intruders. A conspicuous victim, his house squatted—more va- 
cant than, and of a greater ignobility even than the neighborhood's 
other decrepit structures. 


It bled. Unerringly, from a wound at the southwest corner, it 
leaked just such an amazing solution. A single drop, formed distinc- 
tively in the millenial tradition of life, complemented each second 
exactly. As the house’s sides heaved in and out, and it never ceased 
in that, like a skewered heart long since forgotten, the children of 
the block gathered. They would linger in the doorway to catch the 
tired fury of the house’s exhalations. Especially in the summer when 
cooling graces were almost nonexistent. Others met, chorusing 
about the oozing hole and wondering in childhood scientifics at 
how they were supposed to stop this bleeding. Or if they were 
supposed to. 


Art awoke, frightened, and ran home quickly. As he ran he 
sprouted delicate cornflowers in a wave of electric motion. He 
knew that if he went slow they would come out pink, or purple, or 
white. He knew if he kept running they would stay blue. The blue 
that Poppa liked so much. He knew that if he lurched or tripped 
they would deepen in shade. He kept his pace steady and did not 
fall. He wanted them blue for Poppa. But the night was blue, so no 
one saw. At least he had not fallen. At least he could say he hadn’t 
slowed down. He knew that real magic does not move slowly. 


America is Standing Tall 


by Clayton Sinyai 


Take a look in the paper today. 
Who do you think will die today? 
Enlist in the army—you can kill for pay. 


Hypocritical preachers tell us to give, 
But a bum in Ybor can’t even live. 

A man in India dies a bloody death; 
Americans worry about their bad breath. 


A child in Africa dies of starvation; 
Wealthy theologians fight over creation. 
The rest of the world is falling apart— 
America shows no sign of a heart. 


An entire nation cries as one, 

An entire nation dies as one. 

Yet we turn our backs 

On the sordid facts— 

If you’re born in Cambodia, you’re out of luck. 


A child’s voice screams in the night. 
A redneck dies in a drunken fight. 

An American president says with gall, 
“America is standing tall.” 


Indian 


by Mark Thomas 


Shandrelle’s feet could tap upon your doors 
And they could run away from all she knows 
Shandrelle’s feet are aching with a fire 
Shandrelle’s feet are running through your house 
Across the rug, over the couch and lamps. 


Pay this mangered minstrel on the floor 
Where her shattered nerves have all collected 
She won’t mind if you should find it apt 

To laugh at her in Harlem — 

Erase her steps of ash 

With the wind from 

All your closing 

Doors. 


Shandrelle’s feet are running to the stars 
Where our seas look different to her 
Shandrelle’s feet are running with the wind 
Shandrelle runs and runs and runs and runs 
To where a fallen tribe is kicking trash. 


Shandrelle dreams what actors used to dream 
Shandrelle dreams what teachers never see 
Shandrelle’s dreams are running to the stars 
Shandrelle’s feet are never tired— 

Never lose the pink 

Of her souls make 

Where the savage 

Screamed. 
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Reality in Things 


by Eric Powers 


Reality in things | do 

Is oft perceived by very few. 

My actions that appear as crime 

Are backed with reason in my mind. 

But fact or fiction none will know— 

Point towards yourself and what will show. 
But some will point and justify: 

“I’ve seen the facts, this man should die!” 
Before they weigh another man, 

Look at the finger on their hand. 

What scales of morals do they use? 

What least of laws do they abuse? 

Who is to say what’s right or wrong? 
Where comes the music for their song? 


The Dove 


by Ed Filangeri 


Once upon a time there was a young girl named Wanda. She 
was a very mischievous little chick. Wanda had a lot of cool 
friends and was also a very well liked person. 


One day Wanda took a bad turn and met up with Dashing 
Dave. Dashing Dave was an underground man. He did all sorts 
of bad things. You know what | mean; he was into drugs and 
heavy metal, but Wanda thought he was Joe Stud of the year. 
HA! 


Anyway, he made Wanda feel really good! Consequently, she 
lost all her friends. But she didn’t care, the poor soul. All she 
wanted was for Dashing Dave to make her feel good. And he 
did. 

He gave her all sorts of little pills: red, orange, blue-green, 
yellow, and purple polka-dotted. She snorted powders, inhaled 
gasses, and smoked everything imaginable and some beyond. 


And then one magical day, it seemed, Dashing Dave said she 
was ready for the big time, not just the ‘big time,” but the BIG 
TIME! Naturally to show her affection and devotion she said 
she was ready for anything (drum roll please.) It’s, no, is it? Yes, 
it is! It’s... it’s... MR. HEROIN!!! 


An awed “Wow” rolled off Wanda’s lips as she was told of 
the coming attractions. 


“Ready?” queried D.D. with a malicious tinge to his deep 
tenor. 


“Ready as I'll ever be,” whispered Wanda with awe as D.D. 
hovered over her with the syringe. 


“Sit back and relax,’” cooed the young man. 


“Let's go, Big D. I’m getting anxious.” Wanda closed her eyes 
as she felt the cold steel tip of the needle puncture her tender 
skin. Big D. injected the Heroin into her entwining internal 
pathways. Wanda heaved an intense sigh of relief, and was 
soon completely out. 


In a bright flash of light, from nowhere it appeared. The 
scene was a peaceful serene beach. The waves gently washed 
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Paradise Falsified 


by James Lopez 


Hell isn’t so far away 

It’s right here by my bedside 
Searching for a rock on which to lay 
Rid this world, PARADISE FALSIFIED 


Ocean drops and a heartache drowns 
| walk, | walk but my soul has died 
On my soul, the Good Lord frowns 
Damnation and PARADISE FALSIFIED 


Dragons and fire sing to me 

| follow though | know they've lied 

The gateways close, I’ve lost the key 
Future trapped and PARADISE FALSIFIED 


The game is over, the last bell tolls 
I’ve lost the contest, though I’ve tried 
The tears show pain that no one knows 
Weep forever, PARADISE FALSIFIED 


Hell isn’t so far away 

Its flames have scarred me, just today 
The forest, | look for a place to play 
PARADISE FALSIFIED, I’ve lost the way 
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up on the shore as seagulls hung in the air. The penetrating, 
salty vapors were stinging but refreshing. Wanda felt as she 
never had felt before. She had never been more alive. Every 
inch of her tingling body was engulfed in total bliss. She almost 
thought she had died and gone to heaven. This intense feeling 
continued for hours. 


“No! Stop it, stop ... what are you doing? Help, someone, 
stop, no, get away from me!” Wanda screamed as she ran from 
the two-headed, eight-legged purple and pink swirled lizard that 
was chasing her through a conglomeration of orange jello and 
whipped cream. The peaceful scene had ended and a terrifying 
one took its place. ‘““Help!’”’ she cried but to no avail. No one 
would hear her petty pleas. 


“Sto-,” and Wanda broke off in mid-word. She looked at her 
new surroundings and fell to her knees. Tears blemished her 
once bright, colorful face. She wanted to go home to her 
mother and father and her friends and just lead a normal life 
again. She regained herself, slowly rose, but instantly passed 
out. She slept an uncomfortable slumber for what seemed like 
days. 


“Hey, man, what’s this?’ echoed a voice. 
“| dunno. Let’s check it out,” said another. 


Suddenly Wanda let out a satisfying yawn. Slowly opening 
her eyes, she envisioned two dogs, one green, the other yellow. 
Both were clad in dark sunglasses and hats and the yellow dog 
had a cigarette between its paws. They were towers to the 
disoriented girl. A vision of a Hartz commercial tiptoed through 
her head. 


“What's this, dude?” asked the yellow dog alluding to Wan- 
da. 


“I don’t know what, where, or even who | am anymore,” she 
uttered. ‘Please tell me.” 


“Awesome,” casually replied the yellow dog with a toke from 
his cigarette, ‘be seeing ya’.”” And as mysteriously as they ap- 
peared, they were gone. 


Under the Big 
Black Sun 


by Torch Pratt 


The sun woke me today. 

It crawled up the horizon 

Spreading its darkness and hell everywhere. 
| looked at the black orb 

Across the vacant courtyard 

Where my guilty past leaps up to haunt me. 


| find it annoying that my room has 
Nothing in it 

By which | can hang myself. 

Even though | can, quite easily, 
Commit suicide 

Within the prison of my mind. 


The Hero 


by Eric Adams 


The frothy rapids rush onward 

As the water falls to the rocks below. 
Sighs are heard, softly but clearly, 
Expressing wonder, awe, and adoration. 


The hero enters the barrel so small. 
The crowd gathers as he pushes off. 


It is dark, musty, and cramped. 
Rushing water ever so loud. 
Faintly, cries can be heard. 
Then. . . nothing. 


OO 


Wanda sat in puzzlement for a few brief minutes and then let 
out a scream as a giant tomato came hurtling at her. The scene 
was not a serene beach but a huge canvas suspended in mid-air. 
There was no more setting sun. A fluorescent light took its 
place. The tomato was now a huge brush ready to paint over 
Wanda. She squirmed and wriggled but it was a lost cause. She 
succeeded only in wallowing in the paint already haphazardly 
slapped on the canvas. Blue, yellow, green, violet, fuchsia, tur- 
quoise, and chartreuse mapped itself out on the giant ap- 
paratus. Wanda managed to stand up and slide to the other end 
of the canvas as if someone had tilted it. She was now ice 
skating on a placid lake; the air was nippy and cool. Dancing 
along, Wanda did, with complete ease, figure eights and all the 
other difficult moves of an expert skater. She wanted to make 
an onlooker think she had been skating all her life. But now her 
skates were on a one-way path toward a patch of thin ice. There 
was a hole up ahead which gaped with awesome hugeness. She 
was doomed to fall through this hole and freeze for an eternity. 


“No, not again! Somebody help me... .” Her cries were dous- 
ed in silence as she drifted slowly, almost suspended in space. 
Complete darkness surrounded her, yet there was light shining 
bright out of nowhere. A spiral staircase appeared, and as if 
drawn by strings she was set down upon the top step of a stair- 
way upon which a white dove was perched. And she traveled, 
forever, it seemed. The steps wound around and entwined into 
eternity. At last there shone a light of salvation. A beautiful pink 
glow was emitted from a rectangular opening at the bottom of 
the spiral labyrinth. Wanda descended through the opening and 
fell into a cart of sorts. Immediately it took off into a tunnel of 
chills and thrills. A swirl of yellow and green encased the cart 
and sent Wanda into hysterics. There were spots and flashes 
and frogs and snakes all decorated in loud, obnoxious colors. A 
daisy bloomed and spawned a hideous face of terrifying 
laughter and torment. Wanda flipped out again and again and 
again as she watched this foliage metamorphose into a human 
being while flies and other insects swarmed about, the at- 
mosphere changed colors, and a faint hum of Perry Como tunes 
surrounded her mind. 


“STOP!” Wanda screamed for the millionth time, knowing it 
would do no good. “Get me out of this place NOW!” 


“Relax,” said a voice over the PA system. A hospital room 
now enveloped her and the cart Wanda traveled in slowly 
twisted itself into a bed. A nurse, so it seemed, came in, shut the 
draperies, turned off all but one light, and left. A few moments 
later she returned with a syringe in hand. The nurse’s features 
rearranged themselves into a familiar face, but Wanda lost all 
her ability to recognize what was once so close to her. Nurse X 
raised the bed to a comfortable sitting position. 


“Now sit back and RELAX,” nurse X pleaded. Wanda let out a 
shriek that pierced the air with biting shrillness. 


“Big D., get away from me. Stop! No, you ruined my life 
once, not again. No, please, stop it!” Wanda was now in tears. 
Once again the coldness of the needle punctured her skin. 


“I'm lost forever .. .’” Wanda’s voice faded into oblivion as 
the nurse with D.’s face laughed with decaying humor. 


Wanda opened her eyes cautiously. She didn’t want to see 
anything or anyone but her own lost soul. She was in an alley. 
There was a stink of molded leftovers emitting from nearby 
trashcans. 


“Was it real?” she muttered to herself. “Am | alive?” All she 
perceived was an empty shell of a once young, beautiful soul. 
She reached for a newspaper that was sitting next to her, hop- 
ing, praying it wasn’t a figment of her imagination. Oddly 
enough it had no date. 


“It isn’t over,” she thought to herself. But she was home. 
Never again would she have to be invaded by the stiffness of 
that cold hard killer. 


A peaceful feeling suddenly enveloped her. It wasn’t like any 
feeling any drug ever gave her. 


Wanda looked up and saw a white dove, pure and simple. 


She was free. 


23 


Spring Junipers 
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by Mark Thomas 
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Now, the years have passed, and | do think, that 


Some man’s grave lies alone on the side 

As if his spirit is serving a penance 

For his vagrant body and like mind 
Who has died, and who has died. 

Now, his epitaph shall read forever: 
“Wintry streets are empty, Love, and 
Spirits pacing trails of fragments 
Dash across the intersections, 
Tread the acres of cement. 
Plastic bags and paper cups come 
Rolling at me with the wind. 
No one, now, will pick the waste up; 
| have died, and | have died.” 
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Wide and wintry streets are empty, Love, and 
Spirits merging paced trails of fragments 
Dash across the intersections spritely, 
Tread the acres of cement so rampant. 
Plastic bags and paper cups dance— 
Rolling at the buildings with the wind. 
Here we walk alone, tonight. 
You and | can train these winds 
If our company would need it. 
Who knows what these streets should find? 
Who knows what t’night’s future holds? 
Mayb’ a published author treads this 
Avenue with princess My Love. 
Knight me, Queen Thee, Walk with me, Miss. 
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Adolescence never saw the man. 

We saw Love— abandoned all that was. 

Ignorance can not be compensated. 

Ignorance depends on what one loves. 

Wintry streets are empty, Love. 

Death is death when one man’s mem’ry dies. 
Weakly, then, he turned to darkness. 
Vanished, then, into the nighttime. 

One would think the scene a quiet one, 
Yet, it is not so this one time. 

Shoes do scrape so loudly at night. 
Ours, as his, crunch down the softstreet. 
We did dance the night away, Love. 

Did secure the man’s defeat. 


Z 


There’s no music here, no dogs are barking. 

Silence breaking citadels aren’t standing. 

No wars ravage mindlessly in blood o’er 

Slippery, frosted fields of foreign landings. 
Boys aren't called to war when Waiting 

Calls their mothers to the war of hoping. 
“'Daisy’s Flower Shop” is closed, now. 
Junipers grow there in the spring. 


Billboards’ lights have darkened (Timely!). 


Down the darker street is nothing. 
Shoes do scrape so loudly at night 
On the sparkly, deceptively soft 
Street of a thousand haunts and fears. 
Never were so many lost. 
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“1 have nothing,” said he unto we; | 
Felt his soul be flushed out through his eyes. 
Past the January winds did | show 
Shadings of. macabre idolatry 
For this man we all do see. 
Sings a sad dirge for all fallen souls: 
“Wintry streets are empty, Love, and 
Spirits pacing trails of fragments 
Dash across the intersections, 
Tread the acres of cement. 
Plastic bags and paper cups come 
Rolling at me with the wind. 
Alone, now, I'll pick the waste up. 
| have tried, and | have tried.” 
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Saw him as he stood alone did we; 
Never knew his name or who he was. 
Stood alone the nights through to the mornings. 
Acres of cement don’t so displease 
If e’en a vagrant silhouette has 
Tak’n a place in my view of the void road. 
“Visited my late wife’s grave to- 
Day, and ‘tain’t so easy sayin’. 
Died result of anger, y’know, now. 
Didn’t think mine grief would happen; 
Mayb’ | would have stopped know’n’ this. 
Friends, you can’t admit Love’s death and 
Not bear conscious sentiment to 
Feelings felt once for your Love's hand. 
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“Man’s life isn’t over at the burial. 

Life is over when his mem’ry dies. 

| have nothing,” said he unto we. 

“Having nothing now is not so ghastly. 
What’s bad is my grave won't for thee 

Call a memory of circumstance.” So 
Freely did he speak unto us! 
One would think he knew us well. 
Yet, it seems quite clear to me that 
Speak do he when he can tell. 
Quite amicable this chap that 
| did find the Love and | just 
Standing, list’ning to his words, which 
Came unshaven, borne with trust. 
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The Final Word on Humor 


by Wilson Rowe 


In this essay we will seek to divide humor into two types: Fun- 
ny and Non-funny. Throughout history man has had the capaci- 
ty for a sense of humor. Jokes, puns, and riddles were told and 
written, and people enjoyed them and eventually tired of them. 
Well, it is about time that someone shows some guts and drafts 
a formula for all humor in the future. In this fast-paced society 
it is necessary to have such an efficient method of classifying a 
statement as funny or as not funny at all. 


First it is necessary to divide the kinds of jokes into our two 
groups. We know that jokes range in type from the ridiculous to 
the sublime. | am sure that everyone will agree that ridiculous 
humor is of the highest quality. It is also much more efficient. 
One does not need to waste time searching for the relevance of 
the joke. Having set this criterion, we may begin to weigh jokes 
according to kind. The kinds of jokes that merit judging are rid- 
dles, puns, knock-knock jokes, elephant jokes, and wisecracks. 


We will now set it straight for future generations that all 
knock-knock jokes are Non-funny. Furthermore, there has never 
been a hint of humor in a knock-knock joke, nor is it possible to 
shape funniness into a knock-knock joke. As examples of these 
Non-funny knock-knocks, we have: 


Knock, knock. 

Who’s there? 

Honeydew and cantaloupe. 

Honeydew and cantaloupe who? 

Honedew you love me? We cantaloupe now. 


and: 


Knock, knock. 
Who’s there? 
Oswald. 

Oswald who? 
Oswald my gum! 


As everyone Can quite clearly see, these jokes are not Funny. 


To replace these Non-funny jokes we have wisecracks, which 
are hilarious. Some of this century’s most popular wisecracks 
are these: 


Boy to girl: How much do you charge to haunt 
a house? 


He has a photographic memory. The trouble is, 
nothing seems to develop. 


He might as well blow his brains out. He has 
nothing to lose. 


Insults like these have put wisecracks at the top of the Funny 
list. 


Puns are sneaky little creatures that insert themselves into 
serious conversations every day. Sometimes these interjections 
go unnoticed and unpunished, and therefore they continue to 
prosper in our society. | know people who waste their time daily 
manufacturing puns. The other day it was explained to me that 
my nose was in the middle of my face because it is the scenter. 
And as if that joke didn’t smell enough, | was also told that City 
Hall is haunted by a ghost and that he is the nightmare. Then 
this same nag of a friend told me that one could make a slow 
horse fast by giving him nothing to eat. 


Throughout the centuries man has recognized elephants as 
funny animals. Everyone can recognize the funniness when the 
question is raised: 


Q: What did Tarzan say when he saw the elephants 
coming? 
A: Here come the elephants. 


26 


And the elephant jokes continue: 


Q: What did Tarzan say when he saw he elephants 
coming with sunglasses on? 


A: Nothing. He didn’t recognize them. 


Q: Why do elephants wear dark sunglasses? 
A 


: If you had all those jokes told about you, you 
wouldn’t want to be recognized either! 


All elephant jokes belong in the classification of Funny. 


The next type of joke on the Funny list is the riddle. The 
following riddles are funny: 


Q: Why can’t you starve in the Sahara Desert? 
A: Because of all of the sand which is there. 


Q: When is a shaggy dog most likely to enter a 
house? 


A: When the door is open. 


One may notice that there are no degrees of Funny or Non- 
funny. No funny jokes are funnier than others; a joke is either 
Funny or it is Non-funny. This statement is hereby proven with 
the comparison of two chicken-crossing-the-road jokes: 


Q: Why did the chicken cross the road? 
A: For fowl reasons. 


Q: Did you hear about the chicken that stopped 
halfway across the road? 


A: She wanted to lay it on the line. 


These two jokes are equally Funny. This is obvious to 
everyone. 


Now we will explore some forms of humor besides oral jokes. 
The media have exposed us to new forms of humor such as the 
comic strip and the situation comedy on television. Some com- 
ics are Funny and some are Non-funny. The line is drawn be- 
tween Nancy, Blondie and Dagwood, Beatle Bailey, and The Far 
Side, which are all Funny, and Ziggy, Garfield, and Doonesbury 
which are Non-funny. An extension of the comic strip is the car- 
toon seen on television. All Bugs Bunny and Pink Panther car- 
toons are Funny, whereas Mickey Mouse cartoons are Non- 
funny. 


Television has also exposed us to the situation comedy. All of 
these shows are Funny. They are also efficient in their humor in 
that the characters remain the same every week. Plots may be 
interchanged among sit-coms. For instance, | saw the same con- 
flict on the Love Boat last week that | saw on Gilligan’s Island 
six years ago. Now that is Funny. 


Certain comedians have become popular through the efforts 
of mass communication. Bill Cosby is a Funny one. Andy 
Rooney is Non-funny because his humor requires common 
knowledge that the average American cannot be expected to 
possess. In contrast to Mr. Rooney, the Monty Python people 
are Non-funny because they are too silly. 


| am shocked to discover that no American has ever had the 
courage to make the distinction between funny and not funny. 


All jokes that have the capacity to be funny have been 
thought of. Therefore, no instance can develop from which 
humor can ensue. If there is a question whether or not funniness 
is possible, proper authorities should be notified. 


